
T be tnoft lamentable Tragedie 

Veme* She hath no tongue to call) nor hands to waCb 
And folets leaue her to her filent walkes. 

Chiron, And twere my caufe.I (hould goe hangmy felfe, 
Z> If thou hadft hands to helpe thee knit the cord* 

Enter M arcus from bunting. 

Who is this ray Neccc that flies away fo fafll 
Cofen a word, where is your husband ? 

If Ido dreatne would all my wealth would wake raej 
IfIdoewake,fome Planet ftrikemedowne, 

That I may (lumber in eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Ncece, what fterne vngentle hands, 

Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two l ranches, thofc fweet ornaments 
Whofe circling fliadowes, Kings hauc foughttofleepein, 5 
And mightnotgainefogrcata happincs 
Ashalfethy lo ic; Why dooftnotfpeake tome ? 

Alas, a errmfonriuer of warme blood, 

Liketoa bublingfountaineftird with winde, 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comrning and going with thy bonny breath. 

But fu r e fomc Terens hath defloured thee. 

And leaft thou Ihouldfl deleft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turn ft a way thy face for fhartie. 

And notwithflanding all this Ioffe of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their iffuing fpouts. 

Yet doe thy cheekcs looke red as T nans face, 

Blulhing tobeencountred with a clowde. 

Shall L fpeake tor thee, fhall I fay tis fo ? 

Oh that I knew thy hart.and knew the beaft, 

That I might raile at him Co cafe my minde* 

Sorrow concealed, like an Oucn ffopt, . 

Doth burnc the hart to cinders w here it Is# 

Faire PhtlomelM he but loft her tongue, 

Andin a tedious faropler fowed her mindc» 


of Tim Androntcm. 

BtitlouelyNeece, thatmeaneis cut from thee, 

A craftier Tereus haft thou met, 

And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers off, 

That could hauc better fowed then Philomel. 

Oh had the menfter fccnc thofc Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpenleaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kiffe them, 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Which that fweet tongue hath made : 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe,' 

As at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father blinde. 

For fuch a fight will b Iinde a fathers eye» 
Onchourcsftormewilldrownethefragrantmeades, 
Whatwill wholcmonthsoftearesthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw bzcke,forwe willmourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy raifery. Exeunt 

Enter the fudges and Scnatourt with Titus two fonnes bound , 
P a Jf f ”£°n the Stage to the place of execution, and Til its going lee* 
fort pleading, 

Tuus. Heare roe grauefathers, noble Tribunes flay, 
Forpittyxaf mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurely flept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrell (lied, 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, 

And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekcs, 

Be pitdfull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe fcules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty lonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufethey died in honours lofty bed. 

AndronicujS lyeth dew ne,and the Judges pajfe by him. 
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